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trouble, but I hadn't calculated she would bring me another man's
child. I didn't see how I could tolerate somebody else's young one.
Not when she and I had spent so many of our honeymoon hours de-
ciding to postpone our own family until my war service was done
with. The postponing was my idea mainly. If my wife was fated to
be a widow, I didn't want her to be burdened with the support of a
child.
Marian's hand, small and soft, lay quietly in my hair. She shed
no tear. In all our years together I'd never seen her cry but once—
a time her mother was carried to the hospital. At last I pulled my-
self together. I asked did she love the other man? Did she wish
two divorces and marriage to him? Slowly, she shook her head. I
asked her if she wanted to bear his child. She said no. I asked if
she wanted to stay on and live with me as my wife, if she loved
me at all. She wasn't sure, Marian replied; she didn't know. To tell
the truth, I myself wasn't sure I wanted her to continue as my wife.
Generally I am not a drinking man. There wasn't a drop of liquor
in the apartment. Telling Marian I would have to think about our
situation and then she and I would talk further, I went off to the
nearest bar. When at length I went roaring home, I was in a mood
to wreck the joint. Plus God knows what else.
Marian was gone. I was glad, I guess. Relieved, anyway. School
could keep or not, but me, I just didn't care. In the morning I
cared plenty. You took her for better or for worse, I thought; the
worst came, and you ran out on her. What was going to happen to
my girl, pregnant and helpless, that I had turned my back on and
left to shift for herself? I began a two-weeks'-long hunt. Marian's
family is so large I hadn't even met them all, much less visited in
their homes and noted down addresses. My mother-in-law knew
her whereabouts and wouldn't tell me. Eventually I found Marian
twenty miles outside town on a farm belonging to her brother. She
was in bed, weak and recovering from sickness. One of our problems
was solved, anyway. There would be no child.
A week later Marian and I left St. Louis, traveled out to Cali-
fornia and free lodging with my folks. We were penniless. I had sold

